THE MOOXSON.

took this new aspect, Colonel Munro became more sociable.
Once fairly among the plains and forests beyond the valley
of the Ganges, he appeared to resume the calm and even
tenor of the life he used to lead at Calcutta, although it
was impossible to suppose he could forget that we were
gradually approaching the north of India, the region
whither he was attracted as by an irresistible fatality. His
conversation became more animated, both at meals and
during -the pleasant evening hours when we halted As
for McNeil, he seemed more gloomy than usual. Had the
sight of Bibi-Ghar revived his hatred and thirst for
vengeance ?
4 " Nana Sahib killed ? " said he to me one day.   ** No, no,
sir *" they have not done that for us yet ! "
The first day of our journey passed without any incident
worth recording. Neither Captain Hood nor Fo - had a
chance of aiming at any sort of animal. It was quite dis-
tressing, and so extraordinary that we began to wonder
whether the apparition of a steam elephant could be keeping
the savage dwellers of the plains at a distance. We passed
several jungles, known to be the resort of tigers and other
carnivorous feline creatures. Not one showed himself,
although the hunters kept away full two miles from us.
They were forced to devote their energies, with Niger
and Fan, to shooting for Monsieur Parazard's larder. He
expected to be supplied regularly and considered game for